Pills Here

	The cuddlemander sighed softly as she rummaged through her medicine cabinet. She had yet to take her pills today, and her mood was slowly deteriorating towards edginess. A few errant comments on her instant messaging programs had made her grit her teeth, while an unintentional barb from someone she had known had stung her in the worst way.
	It was all for the better that she had stopped. Her doctor had proscribed her medication and she was only beginning her regimen. If she took it as he had instructed, if she maintained proper usage, it would let her know just how long the entire process would take. So far she had taken the medication for two weeks and had not screwed up her schedule, but it always felt like she was merely one step away from screwing herself over, from forgetting and delaying the end result.
	The lid popped open with a little crack. The entire bottle was approximately the size of her fist, while the pill that dropped into her hand barely fit within her palm. For most, the pill would be the thing that kept them from pursuing treatment. For Keerava, it was hardly anything to bat an eye over. She opened her maw and pressed the pill to her lips, feeling its texture and wincing as the bitter and slimy taste of fish oil graced her tongue. With slow, lavish strokes, she coated the pill in her saliva, wanting horribly to spit it out, but forced herself to tip her head back and relax.
	A gulp pulled the obtrusive object into her throat. She winced as her passage shuddered and strained, as her slitted eyes watched the sudden lump in her neck jerk up and down. Wish a forceful gulp, it finally moved, making her gasp and cough as it dropped into her belly.
	She chuckled slightly, remembering why she didn't like to take them dry. A quick step to the kitchen allowed a glass of water, a small amount of recompense to ease the ache in her neck. Another hop secured her inside her room where, with gentle and confident hands, she locked her door and eased her chair from her desk. With a heavy thump, her body fell upon its throne and her ears wiggled with excitement.
	A press of her thick fingers activated her webcam and a solid red dot embedded itself into her computer screen. She saw herself in the little window and smiled, giving a shy little wave. Her doctor was a fan of social media, of facebook and twitter, knew of the help that social support could give, and had recommended making a video log.
	He never intended for her to slowly slide out of her pants and panties for the camera. He didn't expect her to start broadcasting nude pictures of herself every step of the way, but still she did so. With a little chuckle, she stood before her audience as nude as she was the day she was born. As she had just started taking her medication, she didn't look any different than she was for most of her life, but there was a sense of satisfaction, a glimmer in her eyes that made her online friends watch with anticipation.
	Her hands explored her body as she gave her friends the full tour. She gently squeezed her breasts, holding them up for the world to see the gentle and tender curve of her D-cups. She slid down her stomach and fingered her bellybutton, chuckling softly and sweetly before running a thumb across the lip of her pouch. She lingered there, sweetly and intently, before cupping the limp rod that hung between her legs, its thickness and girth twitching as she stroked it up and down for her audience.
	Purring, she rested her heels on the top of her desk, and made a few minute adjustments to her camera. With her cock fully in sight and her thick, gurgling gnads slowly swelling with semen, she gave a wink and slowly pumped up and down her flesh. Thick, drizzling precum oozed from her tip and coated her glans, making her moan and wiggle her hips, easing herself further out of her seat. Her turgid seven inches slurped and squelched against her palm as her sac started to bounce up and down, hanging in the air for a few moments before slapping against her hidden muff.
	Her other hand parted those needful folds a moment later, releasing a deluge of femcum down her thighs as pleasure rolled across her spine. Her toes curled as she added in a second, then third finger into the mix, slowly adding more and more flesh to her passionate tunnel until she could feel the juices collecting around her wrist. She screamed in blissful agony, letting her breasts bounce and wobble against her muzzle as her hips heaved upwards. She howled and bounced, fucking herself raw and moaning with every motion, making her friends stare and ogle her juicy peach and her thick salami until, at long last, she felt the cold lens of her camera accidentally bump against her sac.
	Keerava came with a muted scream, her hands smacking against her hips as the edge came so quickly, far too quickly to savor every stroke, but just long enough that her cock twitched and her depths spasmed, drenching her chest, her face, her belly with ropes of cum. Her camera rattled as it was pushed away, forced back  by thick waves of fluid. She shuddered as she watched the screen and eyed the replies to her voyeuristic attitude, a blush creeping across her cheeks as she smiled.

	At three months Keerava's body felt soft and jiggly. She chuckled as she bounced up and down, letting her breasts wobble and sway in the mirror. She had gone up a size, and as she squeezed them slowly in her hands, using her fingertips to pinch her nipples, she savored the wonderful sensations that rolled up and down her spine.
	A sweet, honeyed chuckle drizzled from her throat as she patted her flattened stomach. Her toes were getting a little longer, she noticed as she flexed her legs, and curled so very cutely whenever she touched herself in those sweet, melodious ways. Her butt had gotten a little bigger too and seemed to squish with every step, adding heft and depth to every step she gave. She had thrown herself off balance a number of times, the weight and heft of her bottom striking her at odd moments and times, namely when she was moving a little too fast or moving a bit too fluidly.
	Her doctor had commended her on keeping up with her regimen. He had taken her blood pressure and gotten a sample of her blood for analysis. A skin tissue sample confirmed that changes had begun and were presently underway, her body successfully consuming and utilizing the genetics and tiny robots she had welcomed into her system. Even without the formality of such technical observation, one could easily see that she had changed. Her flesh had become a patchy surface of dull exposed skin and glimmering, shining smoothness.
	A cursory press had revealed that those regions were much more tender than the duller spots, and the slightest pressure made her excited. She had barely been able to contain herself as the doctor took her pulse, and as the doctor took her temperature she caught herself softly suckling on the thermometer.
	The doctor had noticed, but he said nothing. He had asked how she was doing with her blog, how supportive her friends had been of her. She smiled gratefully and said that they were excited and enthusiastic for her and welcomed her alterations, to move away from something more mundane to something so very exotic. She tried a few times to press against him, but he easily and clinically stepped away, his smile never faltering and his touch never becoming any warmer or colder to her attempted attentions.
	When she left, she was impossibly needful. Her hands had been buried in her briefs from the moment she had gotten in her car. She pressed and teased and stroked her skin, playing against the soft little folds that were starting to wrap around the base of her cock. That her cock was eleven inches long, so big that the head pressed against her knee, certainly didn't help her retain her focus. She nearly crashed a number of times as she made herself gasp, as she made herself squeal and shudder and pull hard on her steering wheel. But even with such dangerous motions luck was on her side and the police barely slowed her down, let alone gave her a ticket.
	In a flustered huff she had thrown her purse down and stripped in her entryway. Her panties and her skirt were too damp to wear without embarrassment and the scent that flowed from her loins had only made the issue worse. So she stood, nude, in front of her window and slowly squeezed her F-cup breasts and wiggled her plump, perky ass, making her entire form bounce as her dick swung like a pendulum between her legs. It was too big to stand up straight, its own weight forced it to point straight at the floor, and with that girth pressing down so hard her balls had nestled into her pussy and swollen up with pent up seed.
	Keerava whined as she looked at the beautiful body in the mirror. Such a shame it would be if nobody else was allowed to see it. Her feet thrummed the floor as she ran to her room and prodded the power button to her computer and monitor. An excited finger flicked her Webcam on and connected to the internet. Proudly nude, she lifted one leg and rested it on her chair, her arm resting upon it like Captain Morgan as she waved to her fans, her audience.
	She called out a few names of her most intimate watchers, her best of friends. She blew each one as she straightened her webcam, focusing it on her enormous cock and the heavy, aching balls beneath it. She smiled and moaned as she stroked the thick folds that surrounded the base of her dick, purring loudly as she explored them with a single, probing fingertip. The sensation made her shudder and her legs slowly gyrate, her entire body twitching as the pleasure rolled up and down her legs.
	Her cock throbbed angrily as she hefted it up, smiling at its massive girth and cooing at its tender weight. Up and down she rubbed it, pointing it at the camera, than hefting it further upwards. She bent down to kiss the tip and groaned as the sweet, heady flavor graced her tongue. A lewd and needful hiss lifted from her lips as she squeezed her burgeoning nuts and rocked her feet, letting everyone see her nuts as they jerked and swelled with seed. Then, suddenly, Keerava let out a little hiss and fell into her seat, her dick throbbing angrily as an unbelievably thick wad traveled from its base to its tip, distending her frenum as it worked its way upward until the moment it burst from from her phallic head.
	The mander squealed as the orgasm rolled up and down her body, as the thick and sticky semen splattered across her face and forced her to groan in purest ecstasy. Shuddering, quivering, she panted with lust as she felt her load seep into her hair, cross her face, and drizzle down her snout.
	
	Keerava moaned as she returned from the medical room, her treatment complete. She felt wonderful, powerful as she moved, as she made squirming step after step. She was positively radiant, her ass jiggled and her sides quivered with sexy, sensual firmness.
	The doctor had given her a clean bill of health. No side effects had been incurred and she had never missed a single application of her medicine. She was complete, and it made her so very happy to finally be done with her routine, to no longer have to suffer through injections or pills that threatened to choke her. She was free to enjoy her new body as much as she wanted, and she couldn't wait as she paid her bill and stepped out the door.
	The ride home was long and slow, and her body ached in the best ways she had ever known. She couldn't keep from grabbing herself and shuddering. Her underwear was damp and her breasts were aching for a squeeze. Over and over she fought for control of her vehicle and control of her body, pressing into herself as she moaned and panted like a whore. The turns rolled her body against her door and the straightaways let her part her legs and squeeze her cock, feeling it twitch and jerk to and fro within the thin fabric that kept her decent.
	Luscious groans left her lips as she parked her car and nearly fell onto her driveway. She groped herself over and over again as she fumbled with her keys, leaving them sticky and wet before she could push them into the lock. She tore her clothes from her body in frustration before she even turned the knob, baring her ass to the world as her heavy nuts swung low and her cocktip touched the ground. With a grunt, she forced herself inside, silenced the alarm, and locked up with timorous breaths raking her body.
	She dropped her rags and everything she carried and ran towards the bathroom, leaking a thick, musky trail. Her breath was hot and lurid, striking the mirror before her eyes and fogging it, making her whimper as she pawed away the obfuscation, only to make her image blurry and distorted.
	It didn't matter, she decided, and ran back to her room with a groan of pleasure. She punched her computer and fondled her monitor button, focusing on them as her cock slapped against the underside of her desk and coughed thick ropes of pre onto the wall behind it. She needed to be touched, to be teased, to be screwed and she loved every second of torture she put herself through waiting for her computer to finally boot. With a series of rapid clicks she shocked her viewers with her heaving form, her hands caressing her tits so lewdly, dragging sticky clear strands across those heavy G-cups while her mouth opened in a needful gasp.
	She screamed as she felt her cock spring to attention, slithering and sliding over her sides as it worked its way up her body, coating her in drooling, sticky, sweet precum while her head rolled from side to side. Her hands pressed her tits together around the creeping sensation, her worming, working flesh making its way closer and closer to her face until, with a wet slurp, a head poked out between her soft pillows. Before she could squeal in surprise she felt its lips press against her own, drawing her into a deep and lewd kiss.
	The sweet taste of cum seeped into her muzzle, her ears fluttering and twitching as she squeezed the serpentine cock buried in her mouth. Her hands stroked its back in disbelief, unable to comprehend and grasp just what was happening to her body as her tail wriggled and writhed. Over and over she thrust her hips, moaning with pleasure as her snake forced its way into her maw and slid beneath her tongue.
	Keerava screamed as its serpentine body pushed against a pair of hidden lips, slowly parting them as she grasped the arms of her chair and released a muffled scream. Her hips lifted and jerked, forcing more and more pressure into her maw until the snake began to work its way down her throat, making a bulge in her neck as it parted the pussy hidden beneath her tongue. Drool drizzled down her chin and from the corners of her mouth as she screamed and twitched with passionate bliss, her breath growing more and more shallow as the vents on either side of her spine struggled to pull in fresh air for her starving brain.
	With a lewd and wet slurp her tendrils pulled from her back. Their tender figures worked over her body, from head to toe, drizzling sweet dampness onto her skin until she shimmered with lewd dampness. She screamed for help as two of those strong, powerful limbs lifted her legs and presented the damp, sloppy sex that lay between her legs to her audience, slowly stroking it up and down before thrusting inter her form with a wet, delirious squelch. Over and over her body was bounced up and down, fucked raw by her carnal desires, her ears flapping and her breasts bouncing freely until the remaining two tendrils caught them in their grasp.
	Firm and harsh, those tendrils squeezed her poor tits until they became pink, their smooth and soft undersides torturing her nipples until milk dribbled onto her belly. Her eyes shut as she was thrust into again, every portion of her body contracting against her will as she was forced to scream in delirious pleasure. Her juices flooded the floor and her sweat trickled from her forehead, her nuts gurgling as her load built and built and built.
	With a sudden howl she released, thick lumps of cum working their way up her dick as the snake pulled from her maw. Over and over she came as the serpent pressed against her face, splattering thick and creamy white wads against her nose, against her neck, against her lips, forcing her to eat her own semen as it cascaded over her body in an endless white tide. Her pussy flexed and clamped, pulling hard upon her tendrils as femcum squirted from her folds, making her carpeted floor soggy and coating her cutely curled toes in a gooey mess. The contractions wracked her form, a gurgle working its way from her depths as she tried to speak, but only managed to make the most pathetic of moans drizzle from her lips.
	When she finished she was coated from head to toe in spunk. She didn't know where she was as the snake attached to her groin blew a kiss to her audience, gave them a sly and slutty wink, then poked the button to end the stream.
